
FOR LIGHT. ftisetl to give any consideration to hi
pnqiooiVoii for his daughter' band, and
that Miss Molly was lufüciently filial in
her duty to refuse hi proposition to
elopo. At that time Mitchell waa ratod
a wealthy man, au.l that his ambition
lay away beyond bookniaktng aud racing
ta professions was well known.

lililí Eklifii

t"p, np, dawn, down, arennd and
around woan l the tu.ontil.iin trail, nod
Frank wound with it, until tired, dusty,
breathless, honrso and almost rryiDij,
dhe saw the county highway ia the Bom-

ber tnooulijlit just ticlow hr.
Just ns she reached the roadside and

was alKiut to push through tho chapar-
ral which here reached to her shoulderi
the heard the rumbling stagecoach com-
ing around th bend close to her. With
t'.:o despairing resolve to go in at least
with the stage if she could not before it
the poshed her parasol through tht
busb.es and waved it to the driver,
shouting at tho same time, hoarso from
her excitement:

"Stop! Stop!"
Dut to her astonishment and dismay,

instead of stopping the driver reached
down into the boot, and with a "Cur
yer. take it?" throw a heavy box into tht
road and. hishii.g his four-iu-han- d into &

run, disappeared down the canyon.
Tour Frank crouc.hud down into tht

chaparral in dcrpair.
"Oh, dear! I haven't walked there

and I've lost the Btago, and poor Charlie
oh. dear me!"
The spirit of a genuino California girl

is not easily overcome with despair, and
Frank was a genuine California girl, and
she was not to be bi at-- until the was. She
got up, pulleu her black veil tighter ovei
her moist face and bravely started on
again to Logtown. It was not far, and
not a half hour elapsed before she saw
the lights of the little mimp scattered
around in the canyon below her.

Ureathless and panting she hurrlod on
to the tavern, A great crowd of men
were 'excitedly swearing and threaten

' You btl If ther express company
wants to períocí ther box they must fend

messenger along with it."
The Ptagu crawled slowly np to the

top of the bill, aa 1 lüaek l'eteuettled bis
fotit rinnly on the brake strap, and with
a "Scat , tsiys!" the sweating horses
started to investigate the mysteries of

the almoit invisible road U low thorn on
a keen gallop.

Honr.d and round the rapidly varying
road the Rtage und passengers whirled,
sometimes losing hight of the bornes
anmnd the sharp tarns and again slew-
ing fihnrply or.tward toward the danger-
ous edge of the canyon, which yawned
below them. Th sun was down and
the moon was painting weird shadows
on the powder! dust of the gr ide.

It waa jivt the time for the imagina-
tion to picture scenes of violence, rob-
bery nnd blood. Suddenly the chapar-
ral bushes by the roadside slightly part-
ed, and a long, shining, black object
was over them toward the sta.'jo.
A Eh.nlov y fi guro rose in the moonlight
among the busier, and from behind a
black veil, which smothered the voice
somewhat, er.iae the hoarse coiniuand:

"Stop! Stopl"
Black I'-'t-

e hurriedly pushed his foot
heavily down upon the brake, reached
down into the bottom of the stag!.,
pulled out tho express bos and throw it
into the road, muttering- -

"Cuss ye, talco it!"
The restless horses immediately plung-

ed away into the shadows of the forest.
"W'a was that a high waymau?" gasp-

ed the drummer.
"In course it was," answered Pete.

"Didn't yer see ther shooting iron? Thar
goes a cool thousand dollars, as I knows
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all mem tolmn But on that dreadful
niht I hita as he ettiod over
nie with that shinins blade drawn. I

ciedont f ir mercy, but h8 would not
heal me Va Mruck tko fatal blow. I

f.dt the keen pi'.-- e of tho husfc and then
I felt li:y life bbssl flowing out and uiy
tmigth wits gc.in.'i.

'Everything appcarM in a mist to uio
and pretty ?(( all bad faded and 1 was
dead I'm I was in another worbL I

could hold communion wit'a a thousand
other wronee-- l bein;. who had been
transformed from life Into the ghost
world They told me merry stories of
bow they at all hours haunted those per-rj'li.- s

who had wronged them in this
world Hut in that resect I am a pecul-
iar ghost I have my regular haunting
hour. I remember ax my murderer stood
over me the clock in an adjoining room
chimed the hour of 1 o'clock, and every
night just at 1 o'cliH'k I pay my vic-

tim- he's tuy victim now a vit.it. And
1 must be ;oin.r

He moved toward thodoor and w fol-

lowed.
"Do yon ynnnji me n want to follow n

ghost upou bis cheerful Uiission?" he
aktj.

"Uy all mentis, if you will let us." said
DalryiuplH.

"I have no objection. A phost desires
On company, but you may go."

We followed liiut out through the
darkness to the road that led past the
house. He moved (juickly along the roml
and we followed. liiled with a sensation
which I cannot explain. With a ghost
on bis ni.;htly rounds! This was some-
thing strange passing strange.

Over the hills we followed his phost-ghipin.t-

the village had been completely
left behind The fields, waving with
their harvests of corn, were on either
siibj.

Whore was be going? Who was the
murderer? Theso thouhta (lit tod
through my miv.d a thousrnd times.
I'resently he. stopped before a largo farm-
house.

"This Is the place," s;dd ho.
Great heavens'. Was i: possible?
I knew the place well. It was the

residence of Captain James Standiford.
our of tho most prominent men in our
whole vicinity.

"This cannot be truu," said Dnlrym
pie.

Uut the ghost gave us co time for
words or thoughts.

" Follow me," he said, and ho entered
the house. Bolts and bars have no

power against a ghost, for he
pn.ihed the door Irhtly anido and stepped
into the hallway. Evidently he knew
the place well. A look of delight, I fan-

cied, came over Ins face as he liec.koned
us to follow him up the stairway.

At the top of the stairs ho stopped be-

fore a door.
"Tins is his roo:n,r he raid
He tinned the knob and went hi.
The room w;wt dark, but, through an

opeu idmttw a faist Htreak i.f light eu

):i a bed a sleeper was tossing rest-!e:;s!-

about. It was Mtandiford.
lie moaned. restl'cHidy turned over and

then, wi.'d u fi i.;l'.te:ied start. Bat r.p in
bed.

Ilia eyes fell upon th ghaetly ghor.t
iigure at tile foot of hi bed,
iookitvf a tiiour.and times mf.re horrible
than when we had first him.
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There it (a Tin' bodls talcing
hts tni!niíht wtilk Thcro can lx no
Mistaking that liijht Hteptthoin through
the wide mill tllent hallway It (h the
t'biwtl

Hjirlmrlrta up I (crnrp Dalryrr.vile by the
firm arel tve him a raising nhalte. lie
pt'irt up with a sleepy, hail frtjhteneJ
look

'.Jack." raid I in an aweil
"listen' There is the Kl oKtV Htep Thin
h muí- Id huu:it m sure; he's i'oiunijj down
stairs!'

iJMlrytnp'.o nibbed bin eye nm! spring
tu h'.s teet Uho-.- nor ti.im had no ter-
rors for him, nml it was for thin rcasou
that I hud asked him In anight
with int iti this house, about which were
Bo many (.toned of frhoHt wallrinji at
nifiht. ami which was mi much avoided
by the villager-!-

And in truth the house' uncanny reim-tHtiu-

whs not without foundation,, it
timi not been occupied fur thirteen years
nml whh now inhabited by rata aiul

ItH roof whs all ihoh.h grown find
uli approaches to it were up in
weeds and irinr No tine liad cure 1 to
Ko near it in thirteen years lt las! oc-

cupant wis a rich old rimi who lived in
tt only during the summer and wan al!
almm. 1'Vr tlt'leen summer he lived
thero. The people I; new lint liitle of
him nave that his name van (.'aspar
Troup and Unit lie was very wealthy.

The last wen of him about the village
Whh one day in August jimt thirteen
years before the occurrence of the tnci
dent narrated at the heinnning of thin
Story lie wan observed walking about
trie place snpenntendim; some work that
he was having done The nest day the
boiiMi was shut up and he wan seen no
more It was though! that he had re-

turned to the city, and would turn up
tne next K,'.t:i!iier A few months later
u youn,-re- r brother of bin came ilown and
removed the fiirnitu 'e and cloned up the
house. That was the last ever seen of
Caspar Troup, and the next si.minnr the
rum was not opened.

The hii. roomy house remained all
ti;rou;.;h th year followi;.", cloned u).

and alone. The viil;.:"-,-- who
pnsHed by it at tiitcht bejpin to tell strange
Htonw of tbeonnds hat t!. y heanl in
t1do. nml dechrod tliat Wiey had often
Keen n liirht sbiniri'; tbrouj.ii the bbials.
Mnd Had beard voices iiioaiiim; us if in
pain These stern s nave 1ne house a
reputation of belli;; eiunted. and It v.'.'is

jCivt-- a widi bei ia by all rJ
us many other house-ar- m nearly every
vilhuie Kor thirteen years the hoiii:
tmstained the reputation well and even
increased It. It became tin-tal- of ,4be
town and any number of intrepid youths
upoke of spending n niKht in file house
met sol vi tin tue mystery Uut none ever
lM su I determined to see if tiiere was
jtnyiininj in the many stories that liad
been told, and proposed to Jack l'al
ryiuple that we spend a tiltiht in the
flollse and meet the hest tace to fsce.

And ho it came to pass hat we repair
od to the silent house one nitflit just
ofter dusk, and opening the creakin;;
door entered the wide hallway All
was dark We Inhted a was taper and
net it down in the nalhvay to tfive us
lint. We spent t'ue first few hours of

the night about Ihe app-ar-on- ce

of his i;hot.t.hip. and tinally. bo
foniuiK Wearied. We hud fallen ludeep.
1 I:. ill scar. ely Kotteu asleep when 1 heard
the footsteps i;s deerils-- above.

And alter rousing Dalrymple we walk
ed into tin hallway.

We could hear too footsteprt i.ntmdlr;
111 the hallway just over our heads. It

: the nliimt r.nd it uiw coming toward
the stairway. Kiarer end nearer the
footsteps came, and faster and faster my
licart he:!t. Auotlier step

real (Jod! There it was! lüdeotis'
iJornblol

A l last I had seen a ghost In nil my
íiioüt Horrible freaks of imajrination I

had never coninred up anything half bo
fribtfr! m hideous rk thitt- It was the
fliTure of an old man. who miht have
beer) a thousand yers old. ho bent, no
feeble and decrepit lie seemed, lieu-a-

leariinjí with one hand on u cane, wéil
with the other be steadied himself on the
tailing ;f the stairway lint more hor
rlble than all whii the awful Raping cut
A hich extended from one of his ears to
the other and which wan dripping with
tdootl. His white beard was clotted
with blood, ond the lotirf white hair
which fell in folds over hiH shoulder was
fcuaked with K.r.

This horrinle. unearthly flifuro enme
down the stairway and stood before us
fttnriiiK Hi ns Willi his wild, maniacal
protri-.din-

, bloodshot eyes, while his
thin were twltchlni nervously .ind
the ghastly wound wis capiuji open,
ehowin" t'le severed windpipe..

"Wliii-w- ho are you?" asked Dalryi.i
pU In a hurky voic.

The criatuiv replied )ti a r.qucaktn;!
voice without movinx Ids lips, tliti voice
coiiiius out of the Kapm woiiml

'l." he snld. "I am Caspar Troup
Ami I was murdered hera in thin house
thirteen years io. "

Troup iiiurderair whs all I

could ejaculate
And this was a (rhostl
"Ye. I mu. i ni a Khost," he con

tinned in the same way as before
"But I hxVt no time to spare with you.
I um coiiiiTÍifall on my innrderei'

'Call on your murderer-- ' What do
yon mean? Kx plain yourself," asked
llttlrymple excitedly.

mean what I nay " continued the

ghost. "I wns murdered in hero. I am
a ehoht and I am now tfoitifi to haunt
tho wretch who gave me that," and he
pointed to the gaping, ghastly wound
across hU throat.

"Who who killed your nr.ked Dal-ry- n

plo.
Ilia unnio?" the ghoht askciL "Ah,

1 di.u't know that. Hut his face!
Ah! how many thoiiband time havn
I caused it to grow ontorU'd In tin
most dreadful agony, aa I wonld ap-

pear bt fott.' hiui RuJdeuly. liefora thi
Idght he gavo inn this death wound I

Used to see him banging about the vil
l' with the other loafers. 1 luid I'

'Well. Shelby wa the right sort He
bad as much nerve a' old Mitchell, and
money too. 'There's only one way to
make that old fool come around,' he said.
for he's as pig headed a the devil, aud
I'm going to take that way,'

" 'What' that? I asked.
" 'To break him,' replied my Kentucky

friend, "and I'm going to do it.'
"1 Intimated that there were two Hides

to every proposition, that what Mitchell
didn't know about hore racing nobody
did. and that in his attempt to break the
old man young Mr. Shelby, of Lexington,
was very likely to go broke himself.
Elope with the girl,' 1 said, . 'but don't

try to break Mitchell. RememU-- the
biter oft gets bitten.

" 'She won't elope,' he nnswerod. 1
told you that, and as loug as her respect-
ed dad 1ms uothing but money he won't
let her marry anybody while he has a
chanco of hooking some busted title for
her. He's .ambitions and he thinks he's
smart, but I haVe a scheme to do him
which I think will Htart hts downfall all
right. Lif.ten: Now, I've got a colt over
here that, as soon a he's acclimated, is
going to show some of these crack

the real Kentucky pace. Nobody
knows be b In the country, nobody know
anything ubout him, and when i enter
him iu the Dowuesborough handicap the
handicapper will let him go at feather
weight, and the odds will be 100 to I

ro. Well, 1 ain't going to stsrt hiia In

the Doncaster, but I'm going to get in on
old Mitchell's book for that a bit first,
and then swoop down on him at Downes- -

borough and finish hiui up. Then I'll
stake hiro again if he'll let me marry the
girl. See?'

"1 didn't see exactly, at least about the
Doncaster business, till the nest day.
when I beard of a rank outsider, owned
by a young fellow naiiied Master, who
lived in tho country ilown Leicester way.
being backed by 10,000 against 1,200.
Tho colt hadn't appeared in the betting
at Rll'previons to that, and nobody had
any idea of his being even a possible
winner, i saw Shelby that night, and
he grinned whou 1 mentioned the inci-
dent.

" 'Part of ray scheme, dear hoy,' he
said. 'Master ia a pal of mine, and that
colt's been kept bottled up lie's about
as near a sure thing an, I ever had. No
body knows what ho is ot who he is
Master let ine lu on my promise to give
him, a chance cn my entry at Downes-borongh- .'

"The nest day's papers rocorded an
other bet of Ci.000 to 1,000 by old
Mitchell, and from that on, the talent
smelling a rat, the Master colt juuied op
in the odd till only the favorite earned
aa much money.

" 'The old man stands to low 22,000
on that colt of Master's,' said Shelby
gleefully the day before the raco, 'and
I've got 15.000 of it myself. It's sure
money too.'

"Well, tho raco crttp off. and demon
strated tbat he was right. The unknown
won handily, and turf circle went crazy
in their wild excitement of the tinea-
pected.

"Old Mitchell was wild, but he settled
in full Rod told Ids frieuds that he'd even
np nl Downosborongh. He didn't know
to whom ho hail lost all the money, as
Shelby had dono all his betting through
his pal. Muster. It was only three days
after the Doncaster ruco that tho Downes-boroug-h

meeting came off, and the fa
mous handicap wa the brfit day's star
race. Shelby bad been putting big wads
of money quietly on his black colt, Ah
mud Khan, aud had done it through livo
or nix comiaiiwiious, umong them myself,
for two weeks back. We all played It
in Mitchell's book, too, but coming from
so many sources the old man didn't get
scared, but took all offered with tho e
planation to his friends th.it those
fool Americans would fill np the hole
left in his bank account by that foxy
cove, Master, at Doncaster. On the day
of the race, however, Shelby came out
boldly. The odds were still long against
Ahtnud Khan, and old Mitchell in the
betting ring whs shouting, 'One thou' t .i

a hundred against the American colt
Shelby walked up to him.

" 'How many times will you take
that" he asked.

" 'Oh, If yon? Well. ITI take It as
often as you want to play it young
ruanr '

" 'All riirbt, m.tke it 20.000 to 2.000
There's my money,'

"The size of the wager sort of stag
gered Mitchell, but he took it with a
gri'n joke about the datnpnesa of the
route to America for walking.

" 'What odilfl will yon give now
against Ahmnd Khan" queried Tom
again when the bets were noted.

" 'Five to ono, thousands or hundreds,
just one bet I don't want to tie np any
more money at long odds; it s wasting
chances. I can do bettor on some of the
others.'

" 'All right, there's another "thou."
ou'll have a bad Monday I'm afraid,

Mitchell.'
" 'I'll have a better one than yon, my

young buck. But say, who owns Ahmnd
Khan? He's entered from tno Lnrline
stable. 1 don't know yer American
strings, you know.

" '1 see you don't, responded Tom, 'I
own him, and you'd better go get some
Information about our American strings
before you make your odds naxt time.

"Well, the race came off, and a beauty
It wus. The favorite, a horse named
Marquis o' Lockhaven, was backed to a
standstill, and when they got uwuy went
straight to tho lead. Ahmnd Khan
didn't show till the half, then he camo
out of the pack lowly, bnt steadily ad
vanced till at the three-quarte- ho was
on the MarqmV flank. At tho milo he
had crept np to bis withers, and whan
the finish was alxiut 100 yards off, Tom'
little darky gavo him too whip and ho
came under the wire a wtnuor by a
length,

"Old Mitchell wa broke fiat. He
couldn't niakn good at Tattersall's. wheru
they settle, and Tom weut to his r.souo.
The old fellow was soro, bnt It was a
case. of necessity, and well, he took
Tom s coin and gav Tom the girl, that'i
all. There goo the buglo. Coma ou
wo 11 be late. Chicago limes.
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inir on the porch. Some wore in the
street cinching saddles on to their horres,
and in their midst stood Black Poto, the
stage driver.

"Don't I know?" ho was angrily shout
ing. "1 tell yer twar only a mile back,
an ther cuss shoved his shooting iron
ripit under my nose. Why didn't I run
fer it? Thar war two uv 'em thar, as
sure as ftghtin."

Pretty soon, with a yell and a whoop,
twenty men gallopad up the road with a
suggestive looking rope dangliug from
ono of the saddles.

Poor Frank hastened to find Charlie.
She found him sitting disconsolately ou
the back porch.

"Why, Frank, what in the world are
you doing here?"

"Oh, Charlie, have yon sold that mine
yet? Am 1 too late?"

"Too lata for what? Sold it? Not and
I don't believe I can. That man Bann
Rent the money up by express, and a road
agent got away with the sta.-j- tonight
and the money went with it. I don't
believe h."il risk another tliouuaud ou a
played out mino."

"Oh. goodie!" cried Frank. "I've rot
here in time. Road agent! That is too
rich! Oh, dear, I shall die!" Frank's
voice ended in a high squeak of laughter.

"Frank, what is the inittter? What do
you know about the road agent?"

Frank was holding her sides in deppaii
of stopping ber irrepressible laughter.

"Ilo.id agent? There wasn't auy road
agent at ad. I stopped the stago to get
on, and the driver threw a box at me.

"Wh it does this mean, Frank? Tell
mo. What were you doing on the roud
at this time of night, and all alone?"

It took a long time to get the story
out, but she did. while Charlie stood
with his mouth ope.u wide euough to
represent his played out claim with
"$10,000 in sight."

No sooner had Frank told hor story
than ho caught her in his arma with a
wild shout.

"You little darling, yon shall have
every cent of ttl'

About two hours afterward a fil? ot
disconsolate, disgusted horsemen select
ed their wfi.y up to tho tavern, with a
"suggestive rope dangling from one of
the paddies and a box containing $1.009.

It is sufficient to relate that Charlie
did not sell his "$10,000 in sight." but,
on tho contrary, received a much birgeT
sum tsvtfJicimi&. in fact, to make him a
happier man financially and matrimo
nially. When enough of tho story bad
been told in tin; barroom to account foi
tho stopping of the stago. Black Pete
had to provble foraauiile all around,
with h conti'iuendo. St. Locia Uoptib- -

iie.
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U0W HE WON 11IS WIFE.

"Seo that couple going Into the boi
there there, right back of the judges'
stand lady in rod and the fellow with
the light hat see?"

"Yes! Who uro they? WVit about
'cm?"

"Oh, they're siaid married folks now
but they had enough romance in their
courtship to supply oue of these female
sensationalist. with plot for a dozen
quarto novels.

"Well, that follow won his wife In a
race. I fir.it met hita tu England three
yeara ago at Newmarket, the great rao-
ing heath, where nearly all their big
events come oil. He is au American,
and just happened to drop into tho placo
a few days earlier than 1 did. She is
English, and the daughter of a man who
haa long been known as one of tho nerv
iest bookmakers on the English turf.
When I met him it lacked four weeks of
the dato of the great Doncaster cup, one
of tho biggest stake races of the English
calendar. We became acquainted and
got to knocking around together. Hi
came Is Shelby, Thomas bhel by, and, as
I soon lóame!!, ho cania from that state
where tho grits grows blue, not preen.
aud where the rippling rill percolate
through tillering limestone to be caught
by man and di:. tilled into the nectar of
the gods sour mash.

"Furthermore), I found out that he had
money, lots of it, knew nil about horses,
and had fallen desperately In love with
Mi. Molly, daughter of V illiaui Mitch-
en, tne i)oo:tmiiKer.

"Ah Shelby and I frot bofter acquaint-
ed ho confided to mo that ho had paid
bis addresses to the fair Molly ever since
the race meeting in Leicester, and that
while she had received them favorably
and aid "Yes" to the all momentous
quebliuü ber father bad absolutely re

now. You bet ther boys'U be out arter
him tonight. 1 shouldn't wonder if that
war old Bart himself, flu's a cool ona,
he is. He always shoots his mtuth off
in some poetry. Ho leaves it in the bos
when ho gets through with it. Didn't
yer notice how level he held that thar
shooting iron right toward me?"

The lights of Logtown now glistennd
below them, and a few turns of tiiocoi

road bronght the stage up to the
hotel porch when it stopped with a loud
"Whoa!" from Pete.

Not many minutes elapsed before the
prophecy of Pete was realized, for as
soon as the story of the bold robbery of
Wells tS: Fargo's box was related a. dozen
or f.o ready miners volunteered to search
the woods for the road agont. After Vk?,'

mi hour's swearing and drinking over
the matter they saddled their horses aud
started for the Bcene of the robbory.

It was n little, cramped up, belter
skelter mining town among tliu Sierras.
(Joe need not rise early in Scar's liolo to
Reo theíuui riso, for h; will not seeifc if he
does. Old Sol is never visible tliero un-

til 10 in the morning. The rough,
looking for all Um world

like dilapidate 1 dice thrown at random
fiami the box, were built d?ep dowu in a
hole between the snrronndiug peaks.
Aud yet they actually had a telephone
connecting them with the outside world.

The denizens of Scar's llolu were not
given to an indulgence in business, com
luunications with the great commercial
centers, but their telephone was the
means of preventing many of in
habitants from spending toe remainder
of their narly days at the Insane asylum.

Such was their inborn detestation o!
any man who followed any pursuits
which did not require active labor with
his hands, and such was their cbivclrif
devotion to the fair sex that the man
agement of their part of the telephont
was given to a young lady of th. naiae
of Frances Goldfmi til.

On the afternoon of Jr.ne 20, I'SiO.

J!iss Frank, as phe was usually calbnl,
sat in the little telephone offlce waif.iug
for the niihtiy crowd of ni'tnly gosi.ip-er- s

to coma to it The lilfio rocking
chair in which she sat went bumping to
r.nd fro noisily and nervously upon the
pine floor, and the tluy slippered foot
beat a nervous tattoo in unisou with it.

"It's too l ad." she cried, i'l petuously,
'for Cliai lie to work down in that old

bole in the ground all the winter, and
then sell out for a paltry thousand. And
he's doing it just no ha c:;n be married
this sunnier:" and a pietty little wave
of blood swept over the sweet nock and
face, lie shan't do it. Cliasiio don't
know anything about a mine, and he
might have a little bonanza and not
know it. Just hear the dear .dir.pletoul"

My I'Hveioi'S Kkank -- liunn Is noftollntlnu
with me for my elr.ln, uud In elTers roo Jl.Kíl
t'iisii. i tiitvt not y at HT"p:cfl II, te.it 1 have
Ii !.rut niRai up ni y mili I Mint 1 hail better ,

so. Vntl knew If ) hiui ihit much rash I eettlil
liu't tin? fact In ai-.- inn to lutslen tt'nl

hupp) iluy. For yuar vike, tlio limj,
I I.elll'V!' it w ill he the In I Cnr mo til tltke t!ii
niter. 1Í I ilo yi;u ai'iy 1'iok for mi iíha n t :. rly
iil.vI wt'tik. Kiirevt.r yours,

("n.Mil.KS MllTl.liY.

"Hello, Frtaik," r.h.uit',1.1 a smothered
voice close to her ear. "are you there
yet?"

Frances jumped to her fcut and raa to
the telephone.

"Dear me, I lore me receiver :iau,v.:it
down and they could not ring the he'.!.'

iihe put it to her ear and shouted back
through the transmitter!

"Yes, I'm hoft: whit is itr
"Don't you forgot to send that thou-

sand up on the sta;e t.oiii ;ht to Logtown.
Tom says there's at least $10,000 in sight.
Motley i i a school marm, and don't know
it. Don't forgot, now. Goodby."

Frank's pretty eyes and mouth spread
wider and wider as those words came
out of the wonderful little instrument.

"For gooduess' wikl who is ho talk
ing to? Oh. why, it must bo to
Frank Downey, the express agent at
Uokey. They've been talking together,
and Downey has stopped and switched
my end ou. Motley Is a schoolinarm. is
he? There'ti $10.000 in Right, and Charlie
doesn't know it, and the money is going
np there on the stage from Bokey to-

night Oh, deart what shall I do? I'll
go np there. I will. It's only eight
miles, and it's twenty from Bokey. It's
5 o'clock and the stage ota there at 0.''

Frank was a California girl, and there
was no perils to her on the eight trille
trail to Logtown; aud if there had been,
tho Blur cast upon Charlie's keenness-an-

the eager desire to save that "$10,0.10
in sight" for him, would have been sufll
cient incentives to induce her to dan
them, though she knew they awaited
Iter. UtiinihiK over to the postofilcA.
nhe hurriodly engaged the yonug clerk
to take care of tho Instrument for her.
and, dachlug back to her room, Roon

ready for the eight milo walk to
Logtown.

The bun was yet vory hot, although al-

most down behind tho hill:. The frail
was steep and rocky; bnt Frank pushed
on, uiiittoviu, to herself, wheu rdia felt
so tired flit was teutpLal to nit down
and rest

"Charlie's a achoolinarm, to he? Ten
thousand dollars In Right, and he doesn't
know It, eh? Well, he Rhall know it
and have all the credit of the discovery.
cKethero, now!"

-- IN

Job Printinp- -

fyJB r8 prepared to do all kinda of Commercial Work such a

LETTER IIEADS, BILL HEADS, NOTE IIE1DS,

ESVELOPES, STATEMENTS. CAKU8,

INVITATI0N3, ETC

Our work i equal ts that of the east and our price r'agAatile,

Fcix Lrms or Lisal Blakkb Alwatb e Uahd.

Willi a Ion I cry of terror ho sprang
from the bed and ran to the farther .sida
of the room Slowly tile ghost went
after him.

"Take it nvny! Take it away!" he
shrinked, "lis his face! Take it away I

Oh. God! Take it away!"
Nt and i ford 'a fai was so terribly

drawn and contorted bv his terrors that
one of Ir.s fiost inliniate acquaintances
would nut have known him.

The ghost went slowly toward him
and with a maniacaL terrified look he
ran about the room, getting as f ir from
the ghost as the room would allow,
shrieking mid moaning pireously all the
while.

Shrinking in a comer like a cur at
bay, with his bloodshot eyes almost
ready to burst from their sockets, Standi-for-

held t;p his hands toward the ghost
and cried out piteoutly

"Go away now. please en away! I nm
sorry so sorry, and this is enough my
Godl it's enough!"

But the avenging spirit did not hear
his jileas for mercy. Wherever Standi-
ford went the horrible thing followed
him

For nlnioHt an hour It went on thus,
when al last Standiford becoming utter-
ly exhausted, threw himself on the bed
and covered his face with his pillow,
trying to shut out the h;doun sight and
crying out in the most penitent manner

For a moiuer.t the ghost hovered ovor
hi 'il and was gone.

Ualrymple and iiiyudf stood rooted to
the spot for a few moments, r.i.d then,
i aliziug our positions, went back down
the stairway and out of the house.

"This Is a horrible experience," said
Dalrympte, 'and a bonil le revolati m.'

We walked back home In silence, busy
with our own thoughts concerning the
novel tixperience of the night.

Thj next day 1 mot Standiford oti the
streets lie spoke to me in his usual
happy maimer, but 1 noticed dark lines
under Iris eyes, while he Wore a sleepy
and dejected look.

lb war. a murderer, and no one but
uiysell and Dalrymple knew and would
ever know.

Would it do to proclaim him to the
ivcírld as such with no proof but the
ghost' testimony, and to have the ghost
mmimoned into court? I think not.
Hubert Li. AdaiiiKou in Atlanta Cotisti-ititio- n

THE KUAI) A

The four bors; mud wagon, callod by
common consent a stage, which ran be-

tween Hokey'sand Logtown, was crawl-Ingnpth- e

long grade which corkscrewed
around to the summit of I'ilot Knob It
was necessary bo do this in order that a
good preparatory start might be had for
the succeeding rattling plunge down
the other corkscrew roa4, which lod to
Logtown.

Liy the ide of Pdack Pete, tho driver,
sat an eastern importation of the genuH
"drummer." I'ete rolled his tobacco Into
his cheek, snapfied a fly off the ear of his
leader and said:

"No. sir; I don't git no pay fer fi'ihtin,
and I don't do no fightin for ther com-
pany. If ary galoot stops this hyer
ftago and perlitely tike asks for the cash
box, he's a gwine ter get It. "faint no
use, no ways, to fight them fellers; they
always hev ther drsp on ye."

"Hut," said the drnmmcr, "wore you
ever roblad on this route?"

"Wal, no, but I've seed fellers loafing
round beer cz I've thought mought do it
some timo or other."

"And if they did etop you, yon would
give tlicni the cspreba box and drive on.
ch?"
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